Virtuous Vagabonds by Carlson, Jerry
Volume 38 | Number 7 Article 8
1958
Virtuous Vagabonds
Jerry Carlson
Iowa State College
Follow this and additional works at: http://lib.dr.iastate.edu/homemaker
Part of the Home Economics Commons
This Article is brought to you for free and open access by the Student Publications at Iowa State University Digital Repository. It has been accepted for
inclusion in The Iowa Homemaker by an authorized editor of Iowa State University Digital Repository. For more information, please contact
digirep@iastate.edu.
Recommended Citation
Carlson, Jerry (1958) "Virtuous Vagabonds," The Iowa Homemaker: Vol. 38 : No. 7 , Article 8.
Available at: http://lib.dr.iastate.edu/homemaker/vol38/iss7/8
"She was a Pennsylvania 
preacher's daughter and I an 
uncomplicated Iowa farm lad." 
Virtuous Vagabonds 
Jerry Carlson 
T ALL, TWENTY- YEAR- OLD Janey Thompson and I weren't 
married. 
That's why most people along our 
17 ,000-mile, three-month j o u r n e y 
through Asia and Europe pegged us 
as shameless vagabonds. Traveling as 
man and wife would have caused 
less suspicison among those we met, 
but wouldn't have suited Janey and me. Sadly 
en'ough, we shared not a drop of romantic interest. 
She was a Pennsylvania preacher's daughter, I an un-
complicated Iowa farm lad. 
We studied together as church-sponsored exchange 
students for eight months at Silliman University in 
the Philippine Islands. When Hong Kong, Calcutta, 
Karachi, Cairo, and Geneva loomed ahead, Janey 
pleaded, ".Jer, please don't make me go home alone. 
Something might happen to me." What could I do? 
I promised to esoort her. 
I walked into my dormi~ory room and told my 
Filippino roommates. Beneclicto Principe stared at 
me thoughtfully as. he digested the news, then grinned. 
"Janey is the clark-haired, attractive one, isn't she?" 
My face reddened. "Men and women travel together 
every day," I countered. 
"Unmarried? From Manila to New York? Ha!" 
Gene Bahan guffawed. "It looks dangerous to me." 
Little Jun Vesagas touched my arm and spoke softly, 
"I trust you, Jerry." He stepped away and snickered. 
"But nobody else will." 
Jun's prediction proved sadly true. Janey and I 
landed in Hong Kong and went through our first 
hotel experience. We tried to explain, in our best 
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Chinese, that we wanted TWO hotel rooms. But the 
manager saw no reason for more than one. After a 
short conference, I left Janey and trotted outside. She 
reserved one room and went in. Then I returned 
and asked for a clifferen t room. The befuddled man-
ager looked sagely at me for a moment, scratched his 
head with his pencil, then handed me the keys to 
a single room. 
Safely away again, we landed in Calcutta, India. 
Hindu boys and girls don't date befme marriage, 
much less wander around together without a chaper-
one. One of our biggest problems was to decide what 
to answer when a quizzical Indian asked, "Are you 
married?" If we answered "Yes," we were lying and 
might slip up about where and when we were 
married - and how many children we had. If we 
answered "No," we faced a barrage of presumptuous 
questions. 
An Indian friend who met us. at a stati'on near 
the foot of the Himalayas and saw how we'd traveled 
told his friends about the "two intimate American 
students." When we shook hands with the group and 
sat down in a little circle for tea and talk, one 
Indian raised his eyebrows and asked, "How is it that 
you two are- ah- traveling ~ogether?" Janey and 
I traded "You answer" signals. Neither of us 
answered. 
"I say, how is it that you two are . ... " "Well," I 
blurted, "We were together in the Philippines and 
decided to travel home together." 
"What Jerry means is that he's been taking care of 
me ·on the way home." Janey tried to help. The clark-
skinned Indian students nodded understandingly. I 
thought we'd gained their confidence, so continued, 
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"You wouldn't force a girl to wander halfway around 
the world alone, would you?" An Indian girl spoke, 
"Neither would we allow a girl to travel around the 
world- with a boy not her husband." She placed her 
teacup on the table and sighed. "But you Americans 
are different." 
We flew to Bombay the next afternoon. Arriving 
shortly after m idnight, the two of us found that al-
most every hotel was fuPL Our airport bus driver 
wheeled us from one hotel to another through narrow 
streets filled with poverty-ridden, sleeping people. At 
three in the morning, we found one tired desk clerk 
who said he had one rO'om open. It was his. best one, 
and the price was outrageous. 
"Just one?" I asked. The clerk cocked his head to 
one side. "You have friends coming?" 
"No, but you see, we're not-" Janey cut me off 
by stepping very suddenly on my toe. She spoke in 
scathing tone: "All day long you waste time. Now 
look what you've done. You can't even get a de-
cently priced room. I told you this afternoon I 
wouldn't put up with you any more today. Now you 
can go sleep on the street." The tired little clerk might 
have been shocked to discover that we were unmar-
ried, but evidently Indians have domestic problems 
too. 
"Madame, you may have the room for half price. 
And I will somehow find your husband a place apart 
from you." I fe ll asleep thanking Janey for getting 
us out of that spot. 
We didn't have to worry about it in Egypt. The 
Arabs seemed quite happy that Janey and I were un-
married. Cairo traders disregarded any moral sus-
picions and concentrated on selling us two souvenirs 
instead of one. 
When our plane wheels screeched on Stuttgaart's 
runway in Western Germany, Janey phoned her 
serviceman cousin at a nearby American Air Force 
Base. I lO'oked forward to comfort among fellow 
Americans. In a dimly lit Gasthause clubroom filled 
with cigarette smoke and the aroma of German beer, 
four American airmen listened as I unfolded episodes 
of Janey's and my travels. But I knew their imagi· 
nations were swimming in deep water. 
"Alone wit' a Frauline 'tousands 'a miles, Wow!" 
"But, fellas, it really wasn't .... " 
"Ya? Look, Jer. Y' can be honest wit' us. We unner-
stan' how it is outside the States." 
"L·ook," I pleaded. "We're all honorable Americans, 
aren't we?" 
"Ya." The blue-uniformed airmen grinned and 
gulped another swig of beer. 
About that time Janey and I decided we both 
needed a few clays by ourselves. We had been together 
£or more than two months, and we were tired of the 
raised eye brows and difficult explanations. I spent 
two carefree clays in Copenhagen, Denmark while 
.Janey went on ro London. Then she visited friends 
in Scotland while I travelled through Stratford"on-
Avon. 
Back in London, I dozed in my room and recalled 
the troubles and misunderstanding that Janey and I 
had weathered. The understanding confidence of the 
folks at home looked promising. 
We checked out of the hotel separately, a practice 
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which had become habit. I fell asleep on the New 
York-bound plane, lulled by the thought that my 
fellow citizens would believe we really were virtuous 
vagabonds. But somehow I've learned never to men-
tion my three months and 17 thousand miles with a 
college girl. 
·--·------~--~ 
.· AFTER 
the Show 
or Game ... 
Have a Treat 
Sundae 
Soda 
Malt 
at 
MOORE'S DAIRY 
[ __ _ 
FOR HIM 
Ties to suit his person-
ality. The latest for the 
"collegiate" look_, 
Gloves for these cold 
winter days. Leather, knit 
and fur lined, starting at 
a low 
The latest in sweaters. A 
wide selection of styles, 
Colors and sizes. 
Choose something special, something he will 
really like. Buy it at .... 
Joe's Men's Shop 
2536 Lincolnw ay Campustown 
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